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me the favor of eating this/' he would beg
courteously; and after any one had accepted a slice, he
would look carefully at his dark hand, and if he noticed
any drops of jam on it, he would lick them off.

Petrovnu brought some cherry liqueur in a bottle,
the merry lady provided nuts and sweets, and so the
feast would begin, greatly to the content of the dear,
fat grandmother,

Very soon after "Good-business" had tried to bribe
me not to go and see him any more, grandmother gave
one of her evenings*

A light autumn rain was falling; the wind howled,
the trees rustled and scraped the walls with their
branches; but in the kitchen it was warm and cozy
as we all sat close together, conscious of a tranquil
feeling of kindness towards one another, while grand-
mother, unusually generous, told us story after story,
each one better than tine other. She sat on the ledge
of the stove, renting her feet on the lower ledge, bend-
ing towards her audience with the light of a little tin
lamp thrown upon her. Always when she was in a
mood for story-telling she took up this position,

"I must be Ux>king down on you/* she would ex-
- plain,   *'I can always talk better that way/*

1 placed myself at her feet on the broad ledge, al-
most on a level witli the head of "Good-business," and
grandmother told us the fine story of Ivan the Warrior,ve me
